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telling her lively improper stories of her own
past life. Through the wall they heard the odd
plaintive chatter of M. Dufresne's monkey. It
chattered like a child, then broke into an angry
scream. Then the dogs barked. Then could
be heard the deep menacing rumble of Madame
Dufresne.

Their window was open because of the heat,
and from far below them came the rattle of
carriages, the crying of wares, the distant dreamy
cadence of a band. In the air was the smell
of Paris, the scent of carnations, the tang of
baking bread, the hot touch of the iron trellises
before the balconies, the sniff of crumpled paper,
dry almost to burning-point. Judith was almost
asleep. Once opening her eyes, looking at
Emma, she said: c I saw a boy hanged once in
London. I thought of it to-day.'

' I know; you have told me of it often,' said
Emma composedly. * What is a hanging? You
are too sensitive, my darling/

* Perhaps I shall die when the child is born/

' Nonsense. Nonsense. Die! I never heard
such folly!'

*  I know how cool it is now up Newlands, and
how the breeze blows above the turf of Maiden
Moor. ... I  rode once, but only once, with
Francis to Hawkshead, and then up the hill to
where the two little tarns lie.    Oh, Emma, you
never saw a thing so quiet and so cool when a
great  white   cloud   floats   overhead   and  Fair-
field and Helvellyn watch over you. . . . Oh,
how hot it is, and how sorry I am for Monsieur